vas of countless ships and several Indiamen
rose from the sea," as they shot towards the
English shore, many " bound to that focus of
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coal-smoke, London.''' Quietly landing at Dover-
haven, they went to Wright's tavern, where
they missed the French manner, mirrors, and
table-service, but " got in their place a good
deal of solid, unpretending comfort." In due
time Mr. Wright put them and their luggage
into a comfortable post-coach, and on the road
he called " quite rotten, sir," to London. To
Americans, at that date, the road proved good,
and also the horses that made the sixteen miles
to Canterbury in an hour and a half, where
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